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and amazement mixed. When the public con-
sider that this Miss Pomeroy is that Miss Pomeroy
who performed Cowslip. , , .'

Old Jeremy came stealing down the stairs to
join them. He was blinking hi<* eyes and yawn*
ing, for he was only now awake, but Emma's
dramatic voice, the great rise in it as she came
to the word * terror/ her sudden declamation of
Isabella's most moving lines, soon stirred him.
It was as good, he declared* as beintj at the Theatre
and with nothing to pay* The dog* harked, Wull
came to the door and listened, and Judith, who had
never seen a play, was entranced.

Very early in the afternoon the light vanished
behind the hills, and the house was a place of
shadows, Judith riding in from Caldbeck, and>
chilled to the hone, hurrying to the fire, saw
Georges Paris standing in the firelight* No one
else wan there* It was the same as when they had
run, that first tinu% from the supper-room, and she
had smacked his cheek*

She would not smack his cheek now* lie had
grown a man, slim and tall in his riding-coat and
riding-boots* his black hair tin! in a queue, his
handsome self-confident fact* bright with lift** fun,
energy, adventure*

He saw, too, a changed Judith, From the
child whom he had left there had grown a child-
woman, charming in her small buoyant independ-
ence, throwing her hut beside her and shaking her
red curls just as she lined to do, holding out her
hand to ham at once in their old friendship*